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his opinion. He couldn't bear Blusser's mocking
smile.
That afternoon they arranged to go to Amsterdam
in the holidays to see the sort of fun people had there,
then they wouldn't be so green the following year.
Floris regretted it immediately, because he knew
he wouldn't be able to go with them without any
money.
During the days that followed his mind was very
active, carrying on imaginary conversations with
Blusser, who was wrong, but who smiled as though
he knew best. " Thieves and murderers, and
imposters, every one of us," it would be, and Blusser
would say : " All right, the grown-ups as well as
us." At night it kept him awake. He would have
liked to think of other things, of that afternoon in the
Church, but he looked into the darkness again.
And sometimes it was Blusser with his smile he saw,
sometimes Jansje's suspicious eyes spying at him, or
again the simple face of Uncle Frans. He lay so
long with his eyes open that the darkness grew grey.
It was just the same the next night, and the nearer
the holidays drew, the longer he lay sleepless. Once
he pressed his face passionately into the pillows,
and asked : What's the matter, what's wrong with
me? I don't want to think about it* And sud-
denly a light dawned on him, he must ask Stien to
give him some money, otherwise he would have
no peace.